ALTER    DE    LA    MARE
that reminded the Midget of raspberries are
all so much to the good wrhere an understand-
ing: of his affection is concerned?    Fanny, for
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me then, remains a brilliant shadow, and her
strange talk sets the seal upon her unreality.
She is cold3 devoid of sensuality for all her taste
for philandering, devoid indeed of every feeling
except resentment, cruelty, and the lust for
power. She is meant to be complex, but what
really baffles us is that wre lack the clue to her
changing moods; which means, I suppose., that
M. never possessed it. Her purpose in
novel is to bring disaster to those who
care for her, and this at least she achieves, a
trail of disillusionment and tragedy follows in
her wake. For that matter, quite apart from
Fanny, there is little happiness for anyone.
'It is not the ghosts of the dead and the past
which I think should oppress the people I see
around me/ writes Miss M., 'but those of
the children to come. I thank God from the
bottom of my heart for the happiness and
misery of having been alive, but my small mind
reels when I brood on what the gift of it
implies/

And it is in key with the universal irony of
that Miss M. herself, to whom so many

